A        MEETING        WITH         DESTINY

battery leader on a motor-cycle, and the twelve
tractors, each with ammunition trailer hooked on
behind and gun hooked to trailer, stretched for three-
quarters of a mile along the road. Between each
gun and its pursuing tractor a space of a hundred
yards was being maintained, in case the moving
column should attract the attention of the German
bombers. And this was to be expected, for there was
very little cover. The road ran between bare fields
in which the young crops showed hardly a foot high
above the ploughed earth. Here and there were a
few trees and bushes, but hardly enough to break the
flat monotony. ,The khaki and black camouflaged
beetle-backed tractors, tugging along their loads, stood
out startlingly prominent in the brilliant light.

Within the baking box-like interior of the third
tractor of the column five men had squeezed them-
selves into the four seats behind the driver. It was
uncomfortable, but they all wanted to have a front
view of the road. So tight a fit it was that the gun-
layer sat practically on the knees of two of the gunners,
protruding so far forward that whenever the tractor
gave a jerk the rim of his tin hat clinked against the
back of Sergeant Barber's. The sergeant sat in front
beside the driver. After a while he grew tired of the
attentions of the gun-layer's battle-bowler.

" Can't you be less affectionate ? " he exclaimed,
over his shoulder.

The gun-layer had his retort ready, but it was never
uttered. Just then a curve in the road brought them
in full view of the village. And for a moment the
sight stilled every tongue. Three hundred yards in
front the ground they were to traverse was heaving
like a sea in a heavy swell. Every now and then a
wave of earth rose high in the air and subsided in a
cloud of yellow and dirty-grey smoke. Walls of houses
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